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" Of course I am," I replied and there was an outburst of laughter.

"We must organize a club," said one man, "the date-in-the-
daytime Budapest club."

The girl laughed gaily and others joined her and I made an effort
to be merry. But it was an unsuccessful effort. The phrase " the age
of the petty intellectual" was burning itself in my mind.

The next morning I left the Tatratska Lumnitsa and went
wandering again, this time in Ruthenia.